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FOR FRIENDSHIP 


FOR CLARE & PADDY AND ALL. THOSE 
WHO INSPIRE US TO BE GREATER THAN 
WE WOULD HAVE BEEN WITHOUT THEM; 
WITHOUT THEIR GENTLENESS, SMILES, 
HUMOUR, AND LAUGHTER OUR WORLD 

IS A LESSER PLACE. 


XXXVI 


FROM MY GREAT ANGUISH 
COME THESE TINY SONGS; 
ARRIVING IN DOWNY THRONGS 
FLUTTERING HERE TO VANQUISH. 


FINDING MY WAY TO WED, 
ON MY WAY BACK FROM MOANING, 
MOANING, FROM MY ROAMING, 
| SPEAK WITH HER LOVE, NOW FED. 


TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN POEM XXXVI BY 
HEINRICH HEINE IN BUCH DER LIEDER, (1827), 
HOFFMANN UND CAMPE; HAMBURG (PAGE 139) 

AND ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING’S 
TRANSLATION, PROEM, ANTHOLOGY OF WORLD 
POETRY (1929), CASSELL AND COMPANY LTD; 
LONDON (PAGE 813) 


DONALD TRUMP THINKS OF NON AMERICANS 


| will build a wall around them 
topped with sharp glass, 
when they show me bleeding hands 
| will not let them pass. 


THE NON-AMERICANS THINK OF DONALD 
TRUMP 


You have built a wall around us 
topped with your fear, 
the sound of our laughing 
grates in your ear. 


Inspired from Joe Smythe’s poem “Margaret Thatcher 
thinks of the unemployed” Liberation Army (1986), 
Commonworld; Manchester. (Page 23) 


“O may my heart’s truth 
Still be sung 

On this high hill 

in a year’s turning” 


> O E M S Dylan Thomas from 


Poem in October 


RERUM.NOVARUM CUPIDUM 
SCIRE SUB SPECIE 
AETERNITATIS: MUTATIS 
~MUTANDIS SCIES LACRIMAE 
RERUM ET AMOR EST VITAE 


ESSENTIA. 
David Scanlon: Lives in Cheshire with his patients in need of new treatments. In his 
family and friends. Working independently, day-to-day activities he finds inspiration to 
formerly for ArisGlobal and AstraZenenca, write poetry. This collection was written 
he has devoted his working life to with love and was created from the many 


discovering and delivering medicines for poetic moments we each make every day. 


PADDY POWER 


“Language has not the power to speak what love indites 
The soul lies buried in the Ink that writes.” John Clare 


In words and song he spoke as one, 
Who found his peace in the joy of words: 
Within warmth and humour was his soul, 
Driven in life through the power of fun. 


Each smiling care took us all above, 
Beyond the petty ways of our tired world: 
Deep friendship, in joy, can never be faked, 
For when fully lived it is all of our love. 


So when writing your life, just think, 

About those few who inspire us to be more: 
Then take from that thought a soul’s belief 
And with me praise life with one last drink. 


THE STORIES WE TELL 


The stories we tell ourselves parade, 

Posthumous before the light of truth. 

In our hubristic desires for certainty 
Hopes craving becomes unbearable, 
Each fragment of a truth a saviour; 
Every stuttered word a final prayer. 


Each story is our news for a moment, 

Monotonous in objection, without light. 

In deeper selves, uncertainty embraced, 
Reality becomes unbearably real 
Each fragment of love a new truth 
Every caring expression a new prayer. 


Our story is the only one we truly make, 

Awakened in our light of truth we live. 

Uncertainty in certainty it is our desire, 
Reality exposing hope in our ways, 
Each fragment of our life our truth, 
Every stuttered word of care our love. 


CONFINED TRAVEL 


Oh to travel beyond our confinement, 

Conceived thoughts of the illustrious 

Who always find new controlling ways, 
And bathe in the bounty of others, 
Find newness in futures otherness, 
Live in free choice with our destiny. 


Can we travel beyond our confinement, 
Conceived in Plato’s illustrious cavern, 
When shadows are all that we ever see 
Of the bounty in our selves and others, 
Where newness is a fear of otherness, 
And we live locked in a hidden destiny? 


We can travel beyond our confinement, 

Conceived in the traps of our imagination. 

Sapare Aude! Take pleasure from all of life! 
Then, bathe in the bounty of freedom, 
Find the joy in others, in their otherness, 
And live free in the confinement of love. 


SIMPLE JOYFULNESS 


In the complexity of life are simple rules, 

Yet they are not enough to manage us. 

Through each simple interaction we live: 
With the virtual realities of another; 
With the emerged and emerging rules 
Dictating the possibilities of the rational. 


In the virtual reality of life are simple rules, 

These are enough to manage our things: 

Through each complex interaction we live: 
With the beauty of the things we make; 
With the emerged and emerging needs 
Directing the possibilities of our regulation. 


In the full joys of life there is simply love, 

Which is clearly not enough to manage us. 

Though in each simple interaction we live: 
With the caring realities of another; 
With no emerging or emerged rules 
Dictating the possibilities of joyfulness. 


OCTOBER LEAVES 


On a grey October morn, all’s lost, 

As leaves depart their lofty boughs 

Scattering golden on sodden earth, 
As in our words the intent turns, 
Destroying, for a moment, the us, 
The joyfulness of lived lovingness. 


In my grey dwindling years, all's lost, 

If love departs from her high boughs 

No longer scattering words from tears, 
As in her words the intent turns, 
Opening, for a moment, the us, 
The joyfulness of lived lovingness. 


On this grey October morn, all’s love, 

As hate decays in the sodden earth, 

Words scattering from a lofty bough: 
As in her words the intent turns, 
Providing, for a moment, the one 
Joyfulness of lived lovingness. 


FREE TO PLEA 


If money is the root of all evil, 

How can man shake the devil 

So we Can all reach our level? 
Our currency is commerce, 
Currently now in full reverse, 
As we empty out our purse. 


If my roots are evil, why do | love, 
Which descends freely from above 
Like the downy feathers of a dove? 
In commerce | become free, 
A full expression of this me 
Able to empty out this plea. 


Let not evil overtake loves gift, 

Let the poets words heal our rift, 

And learn again our ancient thrift. 
Our currency are the words 
Currently speaking in thirds, 
As free to plea as the birds. 


SAD CITIES 


Sad cities are stumbling, stunned: 

Sorry sights formed in former glory 

Dying deserted of hustle and bustle 
As lives, liberties and livelihoods 
Curtail - curtained and walled up 
We continue to believe in belief. 


Strolling along the empty highways, 

Dreaming of our high ways of living 

Daylight drenches the dreary day; 
My life, of liberty and livelihood 
Crusades - captivated and free 
As | continue to believe in belief. 


Passages of time, byways to her way 

My way of truly seeing and dreaming 

Dispel the dreariness of a drab day: 
Our lives, liberties and livelihoods 
Continue - because life continues 
As a crusade to believe in belief. 


A DISTANT AND DIVIDED WORLD 


Is the world any smaller today, 

As we work and see and play? 

Or, are we in our private prayer: 
Anchored in our ancient fears; 
Distant from another’s tears; 
Divided though we are so near? 


My world appears smaller today, 

As | work and | see and | play? 

Yet, in locked down private prayer 
Am | any more distant to tears, 
Any less impacted by my fears, 
Am | more divided, or more near? 


More near to the worlds truth today, 

As we work and we see and we play? 

Or, am | in this my deepest of prayer 
Free of the anchor of human fears, 
Less distant from all of our tears, 
Less divided with her love so near. 


BY LINE, BY LINE 


“[ read by line by line by line some words of yours, some words of mine 
Some sentiments are best forgot, Some letters read then folded shut.” 
Elvis Costello from the song Byline (2020) 


She was always mine, by line by line 

By line by line, like a distant valentine 

She echoes as we in love entwine: 
Never distant and always clear 
She provides that guiding steer 
Which keeps us forever near. 


| thought | was fine, by line by line 

By line by line, safe within a rhyme 

Without a clear view of the divine: 
Never clear and always near 
She provides that guiding steer 
Which keeps us from our fear. 


We live our lives, by line by line 

By line by line, seeking for the divine 

Which echoes eternally in rhyme: 
Always free and yet never clear 
She provides that guiding steer 
Which keeps her forever near. 


FULL RELEASE 


“Listening, lying in wait for what | should, yet never can remember.” 
Edward Thomas - from the poem Old Man (2020) 


The silence of my road is back, 

Emerging from a night so black. 

With birdsong | now reminisce 
Thinking of what | now miss. 
Shaken to enjoy this peace 
Awoken I'm in full release. 


Harnessed now within our homes, 

Our free minds they can fully roam. 

With wordsong we can reminisce 
Thinking of what we now miss. 
Awoken to enjoy this peace 
Take joy in this our release. 


Freedom comes in the strangest ways, 

She never tells of the road she lays. 

In her wordsong | now reminisce 
Thinking of pure loves first kiss. 
Shaken to enjoy this peace 
My love awakes, in full release. 


THE LONELINESS OF THE SOUL 


The loneliness of the soul haunts, 

As, in the living of life doubts delay, 

Distract and destroy all dreams: 
Demanding to be heard it 
Runs riot and wrecks things, 
Makes things and we survive. 


The loneliness of the soul helps, 

As in the living of life longing lays 

Byways and highways in dreams: 
Demanding to be heard she 
Brings rhymes, words in things: 
In making things | survive. 


The loneliness of the soul heals, 

As in the living of life words weave. 

Wandering among eternal dreams 
Our love demands to be heard, 
It Reaches into the deep abyss: 
From our love within we survive. 


WE ARE ME 


Because you are with me, 

Measured in response, free, 

| can then let free all of me: 
The parts that hinder me; 
The music the makes me, 
The magic that forms me. 


Because | am fully with you, 

A presence touching the few, 

Who seek for all that is true: 
| see natures fullest hue, 
| hear silent words debut, 
| have found truth anew. 


Because we are at one in me, 
There is calmness, solemnity, 
No longer with an urge to flee 
| seek in your love eternity, 
|, in your deep care, am free. 
Formed in forming | am me. 


REFORMING 


| wonder if it can be true, 

Truthfully believing in you, 

In your abundant shades: 
Radiant from deepest sleep, 
Magical beyond the known, 
Your music muses in silence. 


| consider the truth of you, 
Yearning for that single hue, 
Singularly focussed in time 
| make moments of magic, 
Deeply radiant of silence, 
From music throbbing veins. 


| walk truthfully now with you, 
Yelping freely like so very few. 
Frequenting forbidden places, 
Formed in friendships fire, 
Forever elusively present, 
| reform the formally infirm. 


MAKING THINGS 


What are we without our commerce 

Communicating value to each other 

Through the things we make and mend? 
Togetherness in all our transactions 
Transforms us all with our weaknesses 
Welcoming us to grow with our things. 


Where are we without our commerce 

Cascading us forward towards dreams 

Of the things that make and mend us? 
Transacting in all our togetherness 
Transforms us with all our strengths 
Welcoming us to grow with our things. 


What are we within our commerce? 

Crusaders of another way see reality 

Cascading from our conversations: 
Translating all of our togetherness 
Transforms us all, with eternal words 
Welcoming us to the love between us. 


THE SHAPE OF THINGS 


The things we see take shape, 

Disheveled in our weak minds 

They become something other, 
A fantasy forming our play, 
A play with only our words, 
Words which harm and heal. 


Shaped by the things we make 

Have we lost what we truly are 

As we submerge in the fantasies 
Formed from our weak words, 
Words which form our only play, 
A play which is evil and pure? 


Take hold of the things we shape 

Sprinkle them with all that we love 

In hope that we will all see again 
With freshness the morning dew, 
That dew drenched pure reality, 
A reality which exists eternally. 


DISTANT DREAMS 


Do we improve in these our older ages, 

Now distant from our dreams on pages, 

Written by those we now call sages 
Who taught us all how we are, 
Reaching beyond and out too far, 
Without a guide to heal our scar? 


Do | improve in these my older ages, 

Now distant from my dreams on pages, 

Written in those, life’s earlier stages? 
Who taught me how | was to be, 
Reaching beyond and out to see, 
Without a guide to help me free? 


Do | approve of these our older ages, 

Now drafted from my dreams on pages, 

Written without all of life’s earlier rages? 
Yes | was taught how it is to see, 
And reach beyond in love to be, 
With her my guide | am now free. 


GROWTH SHOWS 


Growth, the point where the mind shows 

In words to self and all those who listen, 

Comes to the adventurers of the soul, 
Who take paths previously pounded 
And finding faithfully todays moments 
Speak with power of their passions. 


Growth, the point where the soul shows 

In actions to self and all those who work, 

Comes to the adventurers of the world 
Who take new paths never known of 
And find in their truths tomorrow’s days 
Speaking with power of their passions. 


Growth, where the soul and mind meet 

And words and actions move to one love, 

Exposes the full virtues of the adventurous 
Who make for us new paths to follow 
And in their truths create our tomorrows 
Speaking with the power of our love. 


DAY BY DAY 


Day by day, minute in each minute, 

Moments make us and move us all, 

If we choose to accept love and see: 
See the movement in between, 
Beyond the identity of a mind, 
Beyond the fantasies we make. 


Moment by moment, time builds time, 

Taking us towards everything we are, 

If we choose to accept our fate and see: 
See the future forming in between, 
Beyond the identity of one mind, 
Beyond the fantasies we made. 


Day by day, living builds each minute, 

Moments taking us and making all of us, 

lf we choose to belong and see another, 
See the present forming in between, 
Beyond our identity, our one mind, 
Beyond the fantasies we make. 


IT NEVER GOES AWAY 


| cannot believe the year you've had, 

A year which would make most mad 

And driven them to be so deeply sad: 
Sadness and madness go away, 
For we no longer need you today, 
As some have found another way! 


| cannot believe the year you've made, 

A year where you have made the grade 

And driven by life’s joy you did not fade: 
Grading and not fading make you 
And today we need the gifted few, 
As you have found ways to renew! 


| cannot believe that the year has gone, 

A year with so much for us to reflect on. 

Now driven in life’s love to a new dawn: 
Reflecting and loving it is my way, 
For we need each other more today, 
As some things, they never go away! 


RELIEF IN BELIEF 


“Everyone has to have a system of belief. If they don’t have this, they walk with 
fear and anger.” Aboriginal Elder, Spirited People of the First Nations (1998) 


What is belief, a simple way of relief 
From the struggles of our humanity? 
Or, the trust in something unknown: 
A wistfulness of wishful thinking, 
A mystery that remains unsolved, 
The boundary of a rational world. 


What a relief, in my simple belief, 

From the struggles of our humanity. 

As | trust fully is something unknown: 
Her playful absence as | think; 
Her eternal love-solved mysteries, 
Her boundary free irrational world. 


What a relief, to have a simple belief, 

That frees us from humanities struggles. 

Oh, to trust fully in something unknown: 
In the fearfreeness of free thinking, 
The acceptance of the unresolved, 
A boundary for a rational world. 


NOW THAT I SEE YOU 


Now that | see you | live 

Filled with all of your joy 

No longer self bounded: 
All life becomes precious; 
All fears are washed away 
In each other’s love, life. 


Can we all see all and live, 
Filled with her eternal joy 
No longer self bounded, 
In faithless fears of life 
Otherness less valued; 
A life with no one to love. 


Now that | see you | live 
Filled with her eternal joy 
No longer self bounded 

In all of life | now see 

My fears washed away 

In her deepest love, | live. 


TWO BY TWO 


“Take a look and see me coming through, For | am the parasite 
who travels two by two.” Nick Drake - Parasite (1971) 


Are we parasites, living two by two, 

Yearning for a world ‘they” make new, 

With leaders in this, our world, so few; 
Feuding and fighting two by two, 
Telling us all what will be new, 
But new ideas there are so few? 


Are we parasites, living two by two, 

Yearning for a world “we” make new, 

With workers in the world becoming few; 
Living and working two by two, 
Telling each other what will be new, 
But new ideas there are so few? 


Or are we parasites, living two by two, 
Living in a world where love helps renew. 
The simple folks of the world always knew; 
Loving and living two by two, 
We teach each other how to renew; 
An old idea known today by so few? 


ANGER AND LOVE 


Do not forsake me, oh my love 

Our time is in the greatest need, 

Each fighting for their own identity 
As though we cannot see another, 
Blinded by the mountains of words, 
Uttered with anger and with love. 


We have come so far and yet, 

The baggage of time past remains; 

Presented in all our joys and fears, 
As though we are still in chains 
Manacled by a mountain of words 
We shout out our anger and love. 


You have not forsaken me, my love, 

In our time, our present silent time, 

As you fight with your eternal voice, 
As though you see and hear all, 
Freeing me in mountains of words 
Gifted from all this anger and love. 


STRESS, OUR SUPPRESSED PRAYER 


Stress, our silent suppressed prayer, 

Teaches us that we can never be trusted: 

Many of us succumb, we do not hear - 
When the blackness enshrouds us; 
When oppression encompasses us; 
When our humour escapes from us. 


So, when you are here, in this dark place, 

Remember this is not you and yet is you, 

For we all are all that we are, failing - 
When the blackness enshrouds us; 
When oppression encompasses us; 
When our humour escapes from us. 


So, when | am here, in this darker place, 

She comes with her lightness and touch, 

And | succumb to her and then | hear - 
When her radiance enshrouds me; 
When her freedom encompasses me; 
And life’s smile of joy returns to me. 


SENSATIONS BECOMING 


“With the end of Chapman, Middleton, Webster, Tourneur, 
Donne, we end a period when the intellect was immediately at 
the tips of the senses. Sensation became word and word 
sensation.” T.S. Eliot (1920) The Sacred Wood (p117). 


Can we ever regain what was lost, as 

Time decays connections to what was, 

As we chase future time and so miss 
What is always present beyond time, 
Yet available to those who feel deeply 
The sensuous sensation of senses. 


Words are what we are in all of things, 

As we all watch, wait, make and create 

The world in which we inhabit things; 
Things that distract us from time, 
Keeping us at a distance to feeling 
The sensuous sensations of senses. 


When our intellect regains our senses, 

Time slows as we are locked together; 

Time past, time present and time future 
Connect us with the ancient words, 
Where to love and to be loved open 
The sensuous sensations of senses. 


TO ESCAPE 


“Is what | am doing really worth the effort? Yes, but only if a light shines 
on it from above.” Ludwig Wittgenstein (1977) Culture and Values. 


Bateson ended his live by the sea, 

Thoreau he went to live in the woods 

And Wittgenstein went to his hut: each 
To escape, become clear and see: 
Now in their words they teach us 
Of their voyages of discovery. 


Bateson gave us steps to the mind, 
Thoreau simple reflections of Walden 
And Wittgenstein the limits of logic: each 
Finding ways to escape our binds 
And in their words they teach us 
Of the challenges of discovery. 


| choose the life of reflective work, 
Taking the simple steps with friends, 
And, with her, learning of our limits: each 

Needs to find their way to see: 

And in their own words teach us 

Of their voyages of discovery. 


| DO NOT WISH FOR POWER OVER OTHERS; 
BUT OVER MYSELF 


“Ido not wish them (Women) to have power over men; but over themselves” 
Mary Wollstonecraft (1792) A Vindication of the Rights of Woman 


“He was perhaps the most perfect example | have ever known of genius as 


traditionally conceived; passionate, profound, intense, and dominating.” 
Bertrand Russel about Ludwig Wittgenstein. 


Sticks and stones break my bones, 

| was told, but words never harm me: 

But words harm us in our new worlds, 
Where sticks cannot reach us, 
As we wrap up beyond real time, 
And exist within fantasies of self. 


| have harmed with my words, | know, 

As you told me, as | see, as | hear you: 

But stones are never seen in our world, 
Where sticks have never beaten us, 
As we wrap ourselves in new time, 
And exist in our new ways of being. 


In words of passion | intend no harm, 

| must tell you, but your pain grows in me, 

As with sticks and stones | beat myself 
In ways you may never understand, 
But now | wrap myself in loves time: 
Existing in new ways, | am now free. 


MUZZLED ENLIGHTENMENT 


Our trajectory toward isolation continues: 
Publicly muzzled with our identity masks, 
We stare and speak at and to our machines, 
As the virus of selfhood takes hold; 
In this post-truth era each identifies, 
Shouts, and we all listen - why? 


Histories isolation lead to enlightenment, 

As Jesus found eternal love in his ways, 

As did Muhammad, Buddha and Siddhartha: 
Kindness and care marked their faith; 
Families and honest workers, friends, 
Listened, and so many listened - why? 


Our trajectory of isolation provides hope: 
Maybe, in our quieter moments, we may find, 
As we reflect, in our hard silences, on our ways; 
Let a new virus of community take hold; 
In my truth, her eternal wisdom speaks 
Quietly, and with few listening, of love. 


MAKE PEACE WITH WORDS 


Let the sadness of loss wash you, 

Let pure humanity raise within you, 

Let the leadened facade fall and, 
Revel in the reveries of memory, 
Placate the deepest desires to be, 
Be at one with the ones you love. 


Let the mysteries of life wash you, 

Let a purity of heart raise within you, 

Let, with levity, all your failings fall and 
Reveal the reveries of memory, 
Release the deepest parts of being, 
Be at one with yourself in love. 


Let the joys of life wash you free, 

Let her pureness raise within you, 

Let yourself be, the all of you, and 
Release the reverie of memory, 
Reveal the deepest parts of you, 
Make peace with sadness in words. 


FRIENDS TOUCH ME 


Life’s joy-filled celebrations humanise our animal ways, 
For they draw us back to a basic community of silence 
Where inhibitions and egos fall away and we once again: 
Live fully immersed in the otherness of others; 
Regain harmony in her silent musical tones; 
See and hear fully as though for the first time! 


Sharing the celebrations humanises others animal ways, 
For in our community of noise we lose each others needs 
As the selfishness of our fears grips and we so often: 

Live darkly in the otherness of others; 

Lose perspective as her music is drowned; 

See and hear our sameness not uniqueness! 


Friends touch me in way that they can never fully know, 
For in their simple acts of kindness | see clearly again 
That place where the poets go and | was once again: 
Alive in the presence of something beyond us; 
Present to the music of Natures quiet self; 
Seeing and hearing fully bathed in her Love! 


BEGINNING AFRESH 


Making an end is to begin afresh; 

Memories of times past mingling 

With tomorrow's enticing excitement 
Providing us with a fragility of being: 
A nearness to the rawness of being 
Where emotions surface in memory. 


Beginning again is learning to remake 

Memories of times future, which mingle 

With today’s emerging enticements 
Providing us with the energy of being: 
A nearness to the rawness of being 
Where emotions surface in thinking. 


Living in an ending and beginning afresh 
Create memories as time present mingles 
With times past and time future and are at one 
Providing us with a rare gift of being: 
A nearness to the rawness of being 
Where emotions surface in loving. 


A NEW VIRUS? 


“Without a labour which is largely a labour of the intelligence, we are 
unable to attain that stage of vision amor intellectualis Dei.” T. S. Eliot 
(1920) The Sacred Wood: Essays on Poetry and Criticism 


Simple acts of kindness, a new virus 

Spreading happiness within the giver, 

Surprise and joyfulness in the receiver 
Is to take over the world if we can: 
Accept that we are together bound; 
Find purity of heart in a simple act. 


Simple acts of generosity, a new virus 

Spreading peacefulness within the giver, 

Encouragement and delight in receivers 
Is to take over the world if we can: 
Leave behind our human instincts; 
Find the purity of soul to simply act. 


Maybe it is a simple dream, this new virus 

Spreading peace and happiness within me, 

As | feel your delight and joy in receiving 
This simple urge of hope that we can: 
Accept that we are together bound; 
Find purity of heart in an act of love. 


LIVING AGAIN 


Forgetfulness forgiven forms friendships, 

For we are easily distracted in life’s ways, 

Making our livings in life, which then pays: 
For moments in the sun to remember; 
Evenings of laughter to bring us joy; 
For precious time with those we love. 


Forgetfulness forgives, forming friendships, 
Creating space and time to be in life’s ways 
Making life in living, which then pays: 

In the moments of loving we remember 

Through attentive focus on fun; 

In the precious times with those we love. 


Forgive forgetfulness, deepen friendships, 
Our time together is too short, human ways, 
So we must make more of life so it pays; 
Continually creating poetic moments; 
Times where love and joy meet fun; 
For in forgiving we forget and live again. 


SACRED AND PROFOUND 


“As a human being, my ultimate aim is a joyful life. Joy is the feeling that 
results from using myself - my thinking and feeling capacities, my senses, 
my body, and my spirit - in all ways |am capable. | am less happy when | 
am not using myself and when | am blocking myself.” Will Shuttz (1994) 
Profound Simplicity. Will Schutz Associates; Mill Valley, California (Page 6). 


Her essence, sacred and profound, speaks 
When we see and we hear the moments 
Which create the magic between us: 
Blind ego relaxes his selfish hold, 
Motivations rational grip is released, 
And we are one, for a brief second. 


In that briefest of time, eternity exists, 
When | see and hear those moments, 
Which express the essence between us; 
| see again without constraint, 
Hearing the musical magic of us, 
As we are one, for a brief second. 


Her essence, sacred and profound, is silent, 

When we self-see and self-hear and miss 

The moments of magic living between us. 
So slow down, stop and exist in joy, 
Live in these moments for one second, 
At one in her love, fully part of us. 


IN THE EYES OF OTHERS 


Are we the ghosts in the machine, 

The empty raincoats, the hollow men, 

Living in wastelands of our making? 
Who moved our cheese form us? 
How can | find those seven habits? 
Where are the keys to my success? 


So many have written of their ways, 
Described the challenges of our living, 
Provided their paths, urged others; 
With the subtlety of the Prophet, 
The elusiveness of the four quartets, 
The poets hearts too were aroused. 


| tried their paths, consumed their words, 
Becoming more lost, in believing words, 
The darkness described became darker; 
Lightness and joy are not within; 
Found through the eyes of others 
| took her path, one less travelled. 


A COMMON WEALTH 


The emptiness has gone in my submission 

To something greater than us all, our love: 

In accepting love | feel her purity of heart; 
An elusive togetherness which ties, 
Binds us all into our common wealth, 
Her free commodity which frees me. 


In submitting to another person we fail, 

When we let our egos will for power win: 

In accepting will we loose her purity of heart; 
Our common togetherness released, 
Frees us to create our personal wealth, 
Binding us to commodities which trap us. 


In submitting to another person we win, 

Something greater than us all, loving joy: 

In accepting love feel your purity of heart; 
Her elusive togetherness which ties, 
Binding us all into her common wealth, 
Is a free commodity which can free all. 


GIVE THANKS 


Let us take a moment and give thanks, 

For we live in an age of wonder and awe, 

Where the young and old challenge us all; 
To consider the harms our words make; 
To praise sacrifices they had to take; 
To not make this age Natures wake. 


Let us take this time and give thanks, 

For we live in an age of freedom and law, 

Rules are few, freedom challenges us all; 
To consider the impact our words make; 
To realise the sacrifices we must take; 
To take hold of our lives and then wake. 


Let us take all our love and give thanks, 

For we live in knowledge of what we saw. 

Friendships and family challenge us all; 
To consider the love our words make; 
To accept the comprises we must take; 
To not let the bonds of humanity break. 


THE MADNESS AND JOY 


“Who is the third who walks always beside you 
When | count there are only you and | together” 
T. S. Eliot (1922) The Waste Land 


What kind of madness am | in, 

The foolishness, folly, frippery, 

Of seeing your purity of heart; 
Even though you harm me, 
Even through our ugliness, 
Even knowing our history? 


What kind of humanity am | in, 

The belittling, bruising, battles, 

Never showing our purity of heart; 
Even though we care deeply, 
Even though we build beauty, 
Even knowing our future? 


What kind of joyfulness am | in, 
This litany of living within our love, 
Found within my purity of heart; 
Even though | fail and fall, 
Even though | can be ugly, 
| find her in our presence? 
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WOODS AND TREES 


Can we see the trees viewing the woods? 

Do we see woods when we examine trees? 

Our views of the world are all perspectives; 
We speak on what we see and know; 
Free, we speak on what we do not know; 
Experts speak not, if they do not know. 


To know and see woods we stand away, 

To examine closely trees we move closer. 

Expert views of the world are all perspectives; 
Scientists speak of what they see and know; 
Free, we speak on what we do now know; 
Experts speak not, if they do not know. 


To know and see, how we see and know, 

Is to look closely inside and see each other, 

Our views of | and we are also perspectives: 
Poets speak of what they see and hear; 
Free, we speak of her, we do now know; 
Her love speaks not, if we do not care. 


NOVEMBER NEVER DARKENS 


November never darkens, through her light, 

As each season offers us a view to our soul, 

Should we look beyond to Nature’s ways, 
And see in her finite and infinite ways, 
The recurringness of all her patterns 
As the days decay and are reimagined. 


In autumnal light, yellows and browns brim, 

Future bounty is born in the debris of leaves, 

Nature rests as old things take new shapes 
In the passage of time, ever changing, 
With a recurringness of an ancient time 
As the days decay and we reimagine. 


Do we in our darker times, see the light, 
As we bicker and squabble in our ways? 
Should we not look to her, Nature’s ways, 

And see our finite existence dwindling, 

Into the recurringness of civilisations: 

Let these days of decay help us reimagine. 


JULY ALWAYS LIGHTENS 


July always lightens, through her light, 
As each season offers us a view to our soul, 
Should we look beyond to Nature’s ways, 
And see in her finite and infinite ways, 
The recurringness of all her patterns 
As the days blossom and are reimagined. 


In Summers light, yellows and greens beam, 

Future bounty is born in the petals and leaves, 

Nature grows as new things take old shapes 
In the passage of time, ever changing, 
With a recurringness of an ancient time 
As the days bloom and we reimagine. 


Do we in our lighter times, see the light, 

As we bicker and squabble in our ways, 

Should we not look to her, Nature’s ways, 
And see our finite existence building, 
Into the recurringness of civilisations: 
In the days of blossom let us reimagine. 


ANIMAL FARM 


“L’écrivain de style abstrait est presque toujours un sentimental, du moins un 
sensitif. L’écrivain artiste n’est presque jamais un sentimental, et tres rarement 
un sensitif— Remy de Gourmont (1902) Le Probleme du Style. 


“(The Poet) he may use art, in fact, as the outlet for the egotism which is 
Suppressed in his own speciality.” T.S. Eliot (1920) The Sacred Wood: Essays 
on Poetry and Criticism. Methuen & Co; London. 


Is poetry, the outlet of the ego suppressed, 

The emotional valve of specialist wordsmiths, 

Who each day make sense and create order 
From the world of chaos and confusion, 
Existing each day in all our workings ways, 
As we bray and grunt our understanding? 


In our ways our information grows with words, 

Information grows more with images we make, 

Taking from each other the meaning of words, 
Which become collectively meaningless, 
Knowledge dwindling in the noisiness, 
As we bray and grunt our way to power. 


Is poetry, the vestiges of her voice suppressed, 

The emotional valve of the sensitive wordsmiths, 

Who each day make sense and create order 
From the world of chaos and confusion, 
Seeing love everyday in our working ways, 
As we bray and grunt our understanding? 


LOVE, LOVE, LOVE 


Amor intellectualis Dei. 


Love, love, love sang the Beatles, 

As Martin Luther King spoke truths, 

Of injustice and patience and love: 
Soul searching speaking freely, 
Carefully crafting words of care, 
They reflected to us all our ways. 


Shout, shout, shout was not their way, 

As their anger and fears spoke truths, 

Of injustice and patience and love: 
Quietly and with dignity pleading, 
Carefully crafting words of love, 
They reflected to us all their ways. 


Love, love, love sing all the poets, 

As our ways surface her eternal truths; 

Our collective injustices to each other - 
Soul searching speaking freely, 
Carefully crafting words of care, 
They reflect to us all our love. 


LISTEN NOW 


Oh, to find the truth within the voice, 

Beyond the words, humanly speaking, 

In our first ways, the ways of always: 
The ways which carry the meaning, 
The ways of the simple communities - 
So, listen now, so she can be heard. 


Conversation, the carriage of our ideas, 

Makes us who we are, yet separates us, 

If we let ourselves be consumed in ego: 
The selfish ways of limiting meaning, 
The ways of the complex communities - 
So, listen now, so she can be heard. 


Oh, to find the truth within my voice, 

Within our words, humanely spoken, 

In our only ways, the ways of always: 
The ways which carry our meaning, 
The ways of the poetic communities - 
So, listen now, So we can be heard. 


IGNITING FLOWERS 


The arrogance of ignorance invites, 

As anger and inner frustration ignites, 

Uncontrollable words to be unleashed 
And each person is then released. 
One unsure in the face of power; 
One destroying a delicate flower. 


The arrogance of ignorance invites, 

As curiosity and inner delight ignites, 

Reflexive words of care are unleashed 
And each person is then released. 
One able to see, take their power; 
One opening up a delicate flower. 


The ignorance of arrogance invites, 

As our painful or joyful words ignite, 

Kind, loving thoughts to be unleashed 
And each person is fully released. 
One able to grow, take their power; 
One able to know, the limits of power. 


EACH NEW DAY 


“After such knowledge, what forgiveness.” 
T. S. Eliot (1922) The Waste Land 


Each day is a new day, when 

We let bygones be bygones 

And forgive the transgressions 
Of those who have failed. 
For to be human is to fail; 
Forgiving is not forgetting. 


Each day is a joyous day, when 

| let bygones be bygones, 

And forgive your transgressions. 
For we all are often falling. 
If we are human we will fail, 
Failing is not forgetting. 


Each day is a loving day, when 

| let all bygones be bygones 

And | forgive my transgressions: 
For | fail when | do not love. 
If we are to love we forgive, 
Forgiving is not failing. 


LET BYGONES BE BYGONES 


“After such knowledge, what forgiveness.” 
T. S. Eliot (1922) The Waste Land 


Let bygones be bygones and let 

The passers-by be with us forever 

In the moments of today. Never let us: 
Suspend our beliefs, not for one, 
Moment giving, without the relief, 
Of letting bygones be bygones. 


Let bygones be bygones and let 

Us all live with each other in her love, 

In the moments of today. Never let us; 
Speaking our truths, not for one, 
Moment thinking, without the relief, 
Of letting bygones be bygones. 


| let bygones bygones and it sets 

Me free to live each day with our love, 

In the moments of today. | now always; 
Suspend by beliefs, just for one 
Moment listening, with her relief, 
Love, and let bygones be bygones. 


SHARING PRAYERS 


| say my prayers each day now, 

As she comes morning and night, 

From thoughts of those who inspire: 
Those most human of souls, 
Who each day wake and smile, 
Never letting our evilness win. 


| write my prayers each day now, 

As she comes morning and night, 

Filling me with eternal light, inspiring 
Words from this human soul 
Who each day wakes and smiles, 
Always trying to let lovingness win. 


| share my prayers each day now, 

As she comes morning and night, 

From thoughts of you who inspire: 
Friends with the most human souls, 
Who each day may wake and smile, 
Never letting human challenges win. 


POETIC SCIENCE 


Is beauty behind theories of the unconscious, 

As they broke away from scientific causality, 

Offering new forms of thinking and speaking; 
A renewing of ancient poetic mythology, 
In the deeper exploration of our selves, 
Through the eyes of another, mirroring 


The beauty behind the theories of our living, 
As we break away from scientific causality, 
And see and hear again the everydayness; 
A renewing of ancient common wisdom, 
In the deeper exploration of our selves, 
Through her eyes, Nature, revealing 


The beauty and love within our human ways, 

As we break away and become conscious, 

Offering new forms of writing and speaking; 
Revealing the ancient in poetic words, 
From the deeper exploration of our selves, 
Which echo the pained paths of all poets. 


CRUCIBLES CREATE 


Preacher and prophet are part of the poet 
Pleading and praying for an eternal peace. 
Profound and portently speaking her truths; 
Newly creating her ancient wisdoms, 
Insight gifted from conscious crafts, 
A crucifixion in a crucible of creation. 


Prophets are preachers they are not apart 

Praying and pleading with us of a new way 

But they are us, speaking to us our truths: 
Reigniting us with an ancient wisdom, 
Words gifted from unconscious crafts, 
Crucified in today’s crucible of creation. 


Poets are not the prophets, nor preachers, 
But people with purity of soul, who see and 
Hear through a painful consciousness and 
Are ignited with her ancient wisdoms. 
Poetry gifted from unconscious crafts 
Created in crucibles of conversation. 


MY LOVE 


lam angry at the ignorance we show, 

| am angry at the insensitivity | show, 

| am impatient for what | do now know; 
| wish | was made angrier earlier; 
| wish for more lifetimes to learn; 
| am humbled by how little | know. 


| have grown impatient with ignorance, 
| have grown conscious of my impacts, 
| have accepted what | cannot know; 

| wish she had come to me earlier; 

| wish for more lifetimes with her; 

| am humbled how she is so wise. 


| am in love with the knowledge we create, 
| am in love with the wisdom she shares, 
| am at one with all that we have become; 
| wish | was made more loving earlier; 
| wish for more lifetimes of your love; 
| am humbled each day by you, my love 


GROWING AGAIN 


“How can you not see my words as care, 
for | love you deeply’. Doug Griffen (2002) 


“Le sentiment de la fausseté des plaisirs présents et l’ignorance de la vanité des 
plaisirs absents cause I’inconstance. Ils n’ont pas trouvé d’autre moyen de Satisfaire 
leur concupiscence sans faire tort aux autres.” Pascal. B (1669) Pensées sur la 
religion et sur quelques autres sujets Misére 22, Ill. MISERE 74-454 Injustice 


“Perception coming from our foolish feelings of present pleasures and vain 
ignorance of absent pleasures causes our difficulties. So man has issues, he can 
rarely find ways of fulfilling his desires without doing harm to others.” 


| have lost sight again of your loving ways, 

Clumsy, inarticulate, expressions of care, 

Which hurt us all in ways which shaped us: 
Your presence lives in deep recesses, 
Your voice | can longer hear clearly, 
Yet your influence towers over me. 


| found you again in my unloving ways, 

Clumsy, inarticulate, expressions of love, 

Which hurt us all in ways which shape us 
Your presence lives awoken; but why? 
Your voice is my new voice; but why? 
What is this towering influence over me? 


In wrestling her for control, | am a child again, 
Clumsily, inarticulately expressing, my work, 
Which hurts us all in ways which | hate; 

Her presence is dwindling, and yet, 

Her voice is still always there for me, 

As my influence grows again over me. 


LOVE OF LIFE 


For Emily Jones (18th Jan 2013 - 26th March 2020) 


The beauty of her smile belies horror, 

A causality of the cruel-ness of life, 

An innocent victim over whom | weep; 
In sharing of others pain, we gain, 
Humanity resurfacing, in new hope, 
As | give thanks for my luck in life. 


She cried out as she took her innocence, 
Help too distant to reach and yet see, 
The horror unfold over which | weep; 
In the feeling of others pain, we gain, 
Humanities shared love, in new hope 
| pray for the family to breath her life. 


The innocence of her smile radiates life, 

Yet in her death we see the worst of us, 

The possibilities of what might become; 
Let us know her light is bright, in love, 
Humanities deepest love, a new hope 
As | give thanks for my love of life. 


LOVE LET HER 


“Love Letter Love Letter, Go get her Go get her’ 
Nick Cave (2001) Love Letter - No more shall we part 


Love letter, love letter, let her; 

Be this better part of broken me; 

Be the purity which you can free 
As you touch me deep inside 
Finding words | cannot hide, 
The letters written as | cried. 


Go get her, go get her, love let her, 

Shape the better part of loving free; 

Shape the eternal purity now in me; 
As we touch something died, 
New words that have not lied, 
The letters written, our guide. 


Go tell her, go tell her, | love her; 

Speak this better part of broken me, 

Speak with her purity now so free. 
As we touch | no longer hide 
Finding words, now my guide, 
These letters written with pride. 


PRESENCE AND ABSENCE 


“(| now) tend toward the pole of intense participation, warmth and empathy rather 


than withdrawal, coldness and tranquility’ Fingarette, H. (1963) The Self in 
Transformation. Harper and Row; New York (Page 299) 


“Even a wise man acts according to the tendencies of his nature. Desire flows into 


the mind of the seer but he is never disturbed.” Bhagavad-Gita 


Absence of desire, beyond morality, 
Beyond sensations deceiving thrills, 


Beyond perceptions foolish chills, 
Is the calmness before the storm, 


Which returns in disguised form, 
Where the centre of being lives. 


Presence in seeing, beyond everyday, 
Beyond the unrealities of working hills, 


Beyond trappings of purchased frills, 
Is the calmness within the storm, 


Which guides us in disguised form, 
To the centre of our living being. 


Absence of desire, beyond the striving, 

Beyond the rational, in loves foothills, 

Beyond the irrational, as love up fills, 
Is the calmness that is our norm, 
Which guides us in a loving form, 
To the centre of self, controlled. 


SOIL AND TOIL 


“What we are witnessing today Is the final uprooting of the 
immemorial ways of life, o life rooted in the soil.” F.R. Leavis (1932) 
New Bearings on English Poetry 


In the soil and toil of everyday work 

We each meet and greet each other; 

Passing bodies engaged in creation 
Hustle and bustle, huff and puff, 
In the jostling joys of each days 
Focussed, fermenting, pleasures. 


Grounded on our common ground 

We each meet and greet each other; 

Smiling faces engaged in the making 
Of things, thoughts, communities 
In the jostling joys of each days 
Greetings, generosity, gratitude. 


In the virtuous toil in a virtual work 

We each meet and greet each other; 

Never grounded in the realities of soil 
Hustling, bustling, huffing, puffing, 
In the jostling joys of each days 
Soliloquies, in the silencing souls. 


BREATH DEEP TO BE FREE 


In small ways, in our simplest ways, 

We can inspire, and so be inspired, 

As we stop, and then when stopped, 
Breath in all that humanity is, 
Breath all that we have become, 
Breath out all the love within. 


In grand ways, in our grandest ways, 

We can inspire, and so be inspired, 

As we strive, and then when striving 
Release all that humanity is, 
Release all that we have become, 
Release all the energy within. 


In simple ways, in our smallest ways, 

We can love, and so we can be loved, 

As we go on, and as we are going on 
Breath freely our humanity again 
Breath in freely all we have become, 
Breath freely in her eternal love. 


PLAYFUL PATTERNS OF HOPE 


Expectation rings as the bells bring, 

A morn of joy as kids open their toys, 

And we revel in all that is revealed: 
Memories majestic moments, 
Families in their festivities free, 
Passed down patterns at play. 


Timeless festivity pause our activity, 

Just for one day as we watch and play, 

As we relax and we paper over cracks: 
Forgetting as forgiveness forms; 
Challenges in a changing world, 
Passed on patterns of our play. 


Take this time, as | have in this rhyme, 

And with loves smile, in your own style, 

Be fully released in this time of peace; 
Make momentous memories anew, 
Laugh freely in all the festivities fun. 
Pass on your own patterns of play. 
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DESIRE 


In our desires we loose something of our timeless self; 
Yet without desires we never release our humanity itself. 


Without the hunger to live, we do not take our first bite; 
So in our hesitations to fully live, we move without the light. 


When our desires meet we dance in a rain of happiness; 
When passion is without reward life becomes thunderous. 


In the darkness the intermittent strikes are not enough 
As joyous moments do not sustain: more, more, more stuff. 


With a boundless desire, is it ever possible to control it? 
lf it is human web of uncertainty, how can we bridge it? 


Do we crave from our own will, or does she drive us? 
She is infinite in her universal love, not a simple bus? 


Desire is like the sky, a light filled joy or dark mystery 
Which fuels our human oneness making all our history. 


LOVE IS A COMPANION 


Love is a companion. 

| no longer know how to go along this path alone, 

Because | already cannot walk alone. 

This thought now visible makes me go faster 

And see less, while at the same time enjoy seeing everything. 
Even her absence is something that is with me. 

And | love her so much | no longer know how to be desired. 


If | don’t see her, | imagine her and I’m as strong as the towering trees. 

But if see her | tremble, | don’t know what happened to my feelings in her absence. 
All that | am now is any force | abandon. 

All of reality now looks to me like a sunflower with her face at the center. 


rT 


O AMOR E UMA COMPANHIA 


O amor € uma companhia. 

Ja nao sei andar so pelos caminhos, 

Porque ja nao posso andar so. 

Um pensamento visivel faz-me andar mais depressa 

E ver menos, e ao mesmo tempo gostar bem de ir vendo tudo. 
Mesmo a auséncia dela € uma coisa que esta comigo. 

E eu gosto tanto dela que nao sei como a desejar. 


Se a nao vejo, imagino-a e sou forte como as arvores altas. 

Mas se a vejo tremo, nao sei o que é€ feito do que sinto na auséncia dela. 
Todo eu sou qualquer forga que me abandona. 

Toda a realidade olha para mim como um girassol com a cara dela no meio. 
E esta a ciéncia de ver, que nao é nenhuma. 


ARQUIVO PESSOA 
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SONGS WITHOUT WORDS: FORGOTTEN ARIAS IX 


“The nightingale who from his perch on the top the branch reflects on 
looking down, thinks he has fallen in the river. He sits on top of a huge 
oak tree, and yet is so afraid of drowning.” (Cyrano de Bergerac) 


The shadows of the trees in the misty waves 
Are like twisting fuming graves, 

While in the air, among the real groves, 

Sit the grumbling doves. 


How do you see, O traveler, this pale view 
Why, you look so pale too, 

As you weep in the high branches, crowned, 
With hopes now drowned! 


May, June 1872 


Translated from French (Paul Verlaine, Romances sans paroles: 
Ariettes Oubliées (1891) Leon Vanier; Paris (Page 3)) and the German 
(Stefan George (1929), Zeitgendssische Dichter. Ubertragungen, 
Zweiter Teil, Gesamt-Ausgabe der Werke, Band 16, Berlin, S. 21-22) 


SONNET VII 


Some people just help and heal, 
Reaching deep to find and seal 

The hurt seen in the eyes and soul 
And then with kindness make whole. 


Who knew that the simplest words 
Could find and repair the twins within: 
She with her soul speaking in thirds; 
Him with thoughts - Oh where to begin! 


First is to see through another's eyes, 
Who with care and love show with pride 
That the journey home is almost complete. 


Second is to act and find those highs, 
Which from care and love can never hide 
So thank you for my life now so sweet! 


POETRY STAYS 


We are in this world apart, 
Separated, with one heart! 
So in seeking for any restart 
Retain it or she will depart. 


For when her glow enriches, 
Taking us from dark ditches, 
She shows us all our glitches, 
And with her love bewitches. 


When words and music come 
Now you are not the only one, 
Who sees the world in this way 
And so poetry is here to stay!!! 


’M A POET 


I'm a poet, 

A privileged man, 

As she made me; 

More than most 

| feel 

The vastness of our skies 
Joyfully blue, 

| feel even more 

The immensity of our sorrows. 


Translated from Chinese 47 4X (Bing Xin “Lamps of the Night“, 
People's Literature Publishing House, August 1981) and Maltese a 
poem of Anton Buttigieg (“Jiena Poeta’”. — II-Gnanja tas-Sittin (The 
Song of the Sixty Year Old, 1975) 


THE LAMPLIGHTER 


Every evening 

As the power of light 

Is exhausted and diminishing, 
He comes with a ladder 

And lights up in a small window, 
A tiny lamp, 

Which relieves the bleakness. 


My strength for life too 

Is exhausted every day, 

But she returns to me, 

Every evening, 

As she climbs the ladder, 

Into my heart 

And an eternal light ignites 

Washing away the sadness before each new dawn. 


| would be sad without him, 
And the tiny lamps glare, 
But without him and her 
Poetry would not live. 


Translated from Chinese (Bing Xin “Lamps of the Night“, People's 
Literature Publishing House, August 1981) and Maltese the poem of 
Anton Buttigieg (“Fanali bil-Lejl”. - Lamps in the Night — 1949) 


FORGIVENESS & FRIENDSHIP 


| know with my deepest soul | can be an arse, 
Which can turn deep friendships into farce: 
Joy moves quickly as the tears flow; 
Inner pain remerges, restarting to grow; 
Please be aware | know! 


My frustrations | try to keep fully in check, 
But | am only a man, so what the heck! 
| fail once a year, without fail; 
When my humour is lost and frail; 
Please be aware and hail! 


Hail to the roof that | am failed, imperfect, 

But don’t let friendships be hurt and reject 
All that is good and full of care, 
Which has sustained us with flair. 
Please be aware and stare! 


Stare into the future and think again of joy, 

Which sustains us all from those who annoy: 
Joy is transcendent, within us all; 
Love is her gift that grows us tall; 
Please be aware | will fall! 


But in our falling we all then learn and grow, 

Friendship in loves joy keeps us closer to her flow: 
We bounce back up resilient and know; 
Take up life’s challenges and regrow; 
Please be aware | know! 


STRANGER 


Strange Things call upon us: 
In those midnight hours; 
In those precious moments; 
In those places where doubt, 
Hangs longingly waiting. 


You called me stranger that day: 
In that call about destiny; 
In that place of timelessness; 
In that precious moment where, 
A future lovingly awaits. 


Stranger things will happen now: 
In our talk of strangeness; 
In our call from those beyond; 
In our moments within where, 
Our destiny always begins. 


ENTWINED LOVE 


In two people | see hearts entwined, 
Struggling to find who they will be, because 
Words cannot find voice to the inner hurt; 

A pain timelessly painting other places, 
Seemingly attractive in their invisibility, 
Seemingly attentive in their tranquillity, 
Seemingly present in their elusiveness. 


In two people | see hearts embraced, 
Dancing in the surrounding voices, because 
Words of others find voice to feed the hurt; 
A pain timelessly painted in other places, 
Speaking constantly of the way, 
Speaking passionately of their play, 
Speaking convincingly of one way. 


In two people | see hearts divinity, 
Dealing with the everyday worries, because 
Words are what make us and take from us; 
A pain timeless in those who dare to, 
Lovingly entwine with another 
Lovingly embrace forever 
Lovingly see the divine. 


SPEAK OF LOVE 


Flow freely sweet word dreams, 

Take in the desire, harness times day; 
Let not the speed to find 

Unseat from her place 

The one true love. 


Begotten before times placehood, 
Eternal in desire, beyond times play, 
Let the truth of dreams 

Speak beyond her place 

Of one true love. 


In the seeking and the speaking, 
Free from all desire, find times clay; 
Let our oneness today, 

Shaped in her beauty, 

Speak words our love. 


SERENDIOUS SOUL 


Surrender up all that is hers, 
All that belongs to the history makers, 
To the risk takers, who's inscape-soul 
Teaches us all of our own ways. 


Find together all that is yours, 
All that belongs to the future makers, 
To those risk takers, who's instress-soul, 
Teaches of the thisness in our ways. 


Partner with the promise of love, 
All that belongs to the present takers, 
To the risk makers, who soul-speak, 
Teaching us of her serendios ways. 


WE JOIN IN JOY AND CELEBRATE 


We joined together in joy, to celebrate 

And become all that we wish to become; 
With all our collective wisdom and passion 
The world opens up to those of us who care. 


We joined together in care, to celebrate 

All that we are and all that we wish we were; 
With all our collective knowledge and care 
The world opens up to those of us who love. 


We joined together in love, to celebrate 
And be all that we are in our becoming; 
With all our collective friendship and love 
The world opens up to those of who join in. 


1AM 


| am now resolved, 
| am now clear and, 
| have seen beyond: 
To eternity; 
To soulsgift; 
To our humanity. 


| am what | have become, 

| am what | need to be and, 

| have heard from afar: 
From silence; 
From naturesgift; 
From her truth. 


| am now free, 

| am now within and 

| am now fully a part: 
Of earthliness; 
Of ourgifts; 


SHE SMILES 


The smile remains, deep and strong, 
Without knowing what it was before: 

Before was the moment, now is time, 
A time where spirits meet in absence. 


In the presence of joyful truths, smile, 
Her eternal spirit enters and consumes: 
Consumes all the doubtfulness of time, 
A time where people meet in absence. 


Below the smile lies our human fears, 
Which draw us into the darkness, the void: 
Avoid where she also lives, in her time, 

A time beyond time where she’s present. 


So when a smile takes you to her place, 
Take the moment and sit, bask in her love; 
A Love that is boundless and of all time, 

A time beyond here, with love ever present. 


A CLEAR MIND 


A clarity of mind, comes from endeavour 
From delving deeply, facing the unfamiliar, 
And, from the depths of despair, grasping, 
Gasping gratefully the rarefied air of insight. 


Without the deepening despair, are no highs, 
No exultant moments of joyous exhilaration, 
No signposts that define moments along life, 
No moments where growth and grind grate. 


SO open your mind, allow otherness within, 
For in freeing up your heart with loves trust, 
The strangeness of strangers is diminished, 
Demanding doubts dispelled: a mind cleared. 


VOICES 


Inspired by VOICES C.P. Cavafy 


You spoke again of far off places, 
Of faces and words and smiles with traces, 
Of a life beyond, within her embraces. 


Without these, our dreams, the days just pass, 
Along the journey, towards our ends, so crass. 


So | speak again of what | now see, 
In faces and words and places by the sea, 
Of a life beyond, in which | am free. 


XVIII - IF | BARE THIS MALICE, MY HEART BREAKS TOO 


If | bare this malice, my heart breaks too, 
An eternal love lost! If | bare malice of you, 
No matter how you shine, diamond bright, 
She lights no ray-beams in my hearts night. 


| already know of her. | see her in my dreams, 
And | see your night, in this our hearts regime, 
And | see the serpent, that eats at your heart, 
| see her love and life within all our black arts. 


Translated from the German poem XVIII by Heinrich Heine (1827) Buch 
der Lieder, Hoffmann und Campe; Hamburg (page 125) 


NOT LIKE YOU 


Am | to be afraid, 
Should | live in fear, 
Awaiting the words, 
Of those accusers, 
Who denounce all, 
That are not them. 


Or should | embrace, 
All that | most fear, 
And await her words, 
Which speak of love, 
Words of and for all 


That seek in words, 
The oneness we fear. 
Awoken in her words, 
Words eternally free, 
Moved me towards we. 


Am | to be afraid, 
Should | live in fear, 
From sins of fathers, 
Who you now accuse, 
As you denounce all, 
That are not like you. 


NOT LIKE YOU 


| am and will be joyful, 
Without fear of living, 
And await her words, 
Speak eternal truths, 
Which embrace all: 
Words of and for all. 


Within her embrace, 
All that | most fear, 
Dwindles away as | 
Find words of love, 
That make me whole. 


Within all her words 

Is the oneness | seek: 
For a moment | awake; 
| am we, eternally free. 
Moved by moments 


| am and will be joyful, 
Without fear of living, 
For all | am is our we; 
| choose to embrace 
These eternal words 
And speak of our love. 


NOT LIKE YOU 


For | was wrong, 

In thinking of you, 
Without seeing you, 
Without feeling you, 
Without being you: 
In a wordless being 

| found you in words. 


Resting in her silent joy, 
Weariness walks away, 
As the human fears fail 
To penetrate a moment 
Of grace and pure light. 


In these moments | see, 
Awoken from thoughts, 
Abandoned in freedom, 
Joyfully revealing words 
From her eternal reveries. 


For | was wrong, 

In thinking of you, 
Without embracing you, 
Without existing in you, 
Without a loving of you; 
All that you are | accept 


OUR WAYS 


“Selfhood is not an imperial possession of the human orphan. It is not 
exclusively human. Selfhood is more patient and ancient, a diverse 
intimacy of the earth with itself.”. Jonn O’Donohue 


The beauty, wretched and weak, lies 
Full force breathing our dusty fragments, 
Our human born bitter hatred of other. 
Captivated by her unfailing grace, flowing free, 
Blossom lights open a new world, now seen; 
Awokenness reignites the childhood way: 
A being in instant rapture at the strange; 
A reimagined emergence in wordplay; 
The not knowingness of being present. 


For that moment, that timeless time, 
That precious seeing and hearing place, 
Everything becomes clear, washed free 
Innerness merges with the outerness 
As the darkness of our everyday words 
Are replaced with an iridescent interplay; 
Her loving charm and joyful presence 
In harmony with the moments movement: 
A freshness in the breathing of new words. 


Beyond these moments of pure seeing, 

There is now a joy in our everydayness; 

The interplay of our ignoble ignorance 

And unexplainable arrogance make us: 

We are who we are in our words and ways, 

Our only way, if we choose to be together. 
The beauty, bewitching and present, lies 
Full force within her fragrant fragments, 
In our human born eternal love of other. 


JOURNEYS: BEGINNINGS AND ENDINGS 


Is this journeys end to her loving charms, 

Which guided Dante and | through harms, 

Brought Pessoa’s heteronyms into my arms; 
And opened up her eternal giving love 
And released words, gifts from above, 
As she gave comfort, the poets dove. 


My journey with her feels now at its end, 
Other things in life | now have to mend 
With her in my heart, | no longer pretend; 
| am fully awake to her eternal love 
| am my words, not gifts from above, 
As | am now free in her transfer of 


A way of being and a way of seeing all. 

Now humbled, yet made strong | may fall, 

And again in my despair she may well call: 
So this is the end, | have my true love, 
So it is poesies end, ones from above, 
As |, bathed in her joys, take care of ...... 
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